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One 


Author's Notes: 
For Hec, and just because they\'re fun to write. 


"Nicko!" 
Startled out of his trance, Nicko dropped the club and forced his attention back to the phone. "What?" 


For several very long seconds, all he could hear was Tico's breathing. Finally, just when he thought Tico wasn't 


going to say anything else, and would most likely hang up, he got a sigh out of him. "Golf?" 
"No! | was just thinking...” 
"About golf” 


Nicko chuckled. "Well, yeah, | was looking at me new clubs." 


"We haven't been able to see each other for three months, and talking on the phone is nearly down to once a 
week, and you want to worry more about your clubs than me. Thanks, Nicko, nice to know where | stand in 
things." 

"Teek! It's not like that, it's not like that at alll" 


"It is. Fine, go play golf. | guess I'll hear from you when its raining too hard to play, or you're not within a 
hundred miles of a driving range." 


"Teek, really mate, l'm sorry. You know | miss you." Guilt brought out the need to redeem himself, or at least 

shift some of the blame, so Nicko didn't bother to consider that two wrongs never make a right. "Besides, who 
was it that was so wrapped up in some bloody new paints a couple nights ago that they forgot | was even on 

the phone?" 

"I thought one of the tubes had busted open, Nick. | was only making sure it wasn't leaking all over the floor." 

"You're such a liar," Nicko laughed. "We're both hopeless." 


Despite his determination not to, Tico couldn't hold back his snicker. "Yeah, we are." 


Golf and art forgotten, at least for the moment, they settled back into their normal easy banter, making the 
most of the time they had. 


"lm sick of them both." 
David started laughing. "| know." 


Bruce's snort was clear even from several thousand miles away. "And when they do get on the fucking phone, 


they fight 

"| know. Nicko can't stop thinking about golf, and Tico's head is full of his next painting." 

"We have a short break coming up, what's Tico's schedule?" 

"As far as | know, nothing, He's got that exhibit next month though, so he's been trying to work" 


Bruce was silent for a minute, thinking. "David?" 


"What?" 


"| have an idea" 
Knowing how much fun, and how incredibly evil, Bruce's ideas were, David was all ears. 
"Really?" 


Bruce rolled his eyes. "Really. Your flight leaves three hours after we finish. Which means you get off the 


stage, dressed and make a runner." 


Nicko leapt to his feet and bear-hugged Bruce, ignoring his muffled protests of being crushed. "You're a good 
mate," he mumbled, his chest feeling tight at the gesture bestowed upon him by his very good friend. 


When he let him go and rushed off to make sure everything was ready to go when he was, Nicko missed the 


smug grin that Bruce wore. 

Steve didn't. 

"Wot are you up to?" 

Bruce's grin only got bigger. 

“This is..." Tico shook his head, still staring at the plane ticket in his hand. 

David shrugged. "You two need to spend some time together." 

"Yeah, we do." Still marveling at the thoughtfulness of his friend, Tico felt the beginnings of anticipation. This 
time tomorrow, he and Nicko would be alone, in a cabin, in the middle of nowhere for ten glorious days. The 
only drawback was his show, and while he did have enough pieces done for it, he wouldn't have minded the 
extra time to prepare a couple more. He immediately shelved that thought, instead concentrating on the simple 
fact that he would be with Nicko instead. "Thanks." 

"You're welcome. Now get packed" 

Whistling, Tico hurried off to do just that. 

David waited until he was gone to open his phone, searching through his contact list and hitting send with a 


smirk on his face. "Its done,” was all he said, listening just long enough to hear that their mission had been 


accomplished on the other side as well. Confirmation given, he hung up, sitting there and trying to keep from 


giggling at the scenarios playing in his head. 


Nicko called him on his way to the airport and some ground rules were laid. 
No golf. Not that it would be a problem because who could golf on the side of a mountain? 


No art, art shows, painting, sculpting, even doodling was not allowed A slightly larger problem, but to be honest 
Tico could use a break. And in a town the size of the one they were going to, there wouldn't be any galleries 


or museums to tempt him. 


They were each to bring clothes (and that was optional), toothpaste, toothbrush, their phones, chargers, and 
any little things they might need. 


Nothing to do with their individual obsessions was allowed. 


The cabin would be fully stocked with food and various necessities they would need. 
They both brought lube. 


As they winged their way toward paradise, neither of them had any idea just how long the next ten days 


would be. 


Tico, having the shorter distance to travel, arrived first. As soon as the car emptied itself of him and his 
bags it left, and he found the key under the third flowerpot on the right just as he had been told. From the 
outside, it didn't look like much, a small house built of rough logs, but the view from the wrap-around porch 
was spectacular and he could already imagine him and Nicko out here in the quiet, dark night, doing things that 


only the curious animals might be witness to. 
His whole perspective changed once he was inside. 


It was completely open, a single large room that offered a huge stone fireplace with oversized, thickly 
cushioned furniture placed around it. A table and four chairs, and then the kitchen, everything well made and 
looking fairly new, the whole cabin as clean as any five star hotel he had ever seen. Setting his bags down, he 
went exploring, opening the fridge and grinning when he saw it stocked to the brim, the freezer stuffed as well. 


Even the cupboards were full, and as he opened a door off the living room he found a small bathroom. 


A wooden spiral staircase led him upstairs and he let out a whoop when he saw the massive bed. Another 
bathroom, this one much larger and far more ornate, right off the loft and then a closet, and finally he went 


to the rail that ringed the front and overlooked the downstairs. It was far more than he had anticipated, and 


he nearly picked up his phone and called David to thank him again. He recalled his and Nicko's promise to each 
other that except for emergencies, they would live like hermits and he pushed the idea out of his mind. Even if 


Nicko had yet to arrive he didn't want to break a rule already. 


Speaking of Nicko, he should be here within the next few hours so Tico decided to unpack and take a shower, 
maybe see what could be for dinner, and that way there would be no delay in getting to bed. 


Sure Nicko would be quite happy to follow those plans he set about implementing them, whistling the entire 
time. 


Nicko was happy. Nicko was happy about the cabin, Nicko was happy about the food, Nicko was just happy to 
see Tico. And a happy Nicko meant a loud Nicko, and a horny Nicko. Not that Tico was objecting, it had been 
months since they had actually been able to be together and when Nicko chased him up the stairs to the bed 
he hadn't exactly tried too hard to get away. 


A lovely tussle and some good sex did wonders for them both, and they slipped happily into sleep, passing the 
first night in tangled bliss on the massive bed. 


Tico woke Nicko in the morning with a cup of coffee and a blow job that curled his toes. 


To thank him Nicko used those massive and shockingly gentle hands in ways that had Tico's eyes rolling up in 
his head. 


For two days they didn't bother to get dressed, although they did quickly realize that being naked outside 
might be refreshing but the itching bites on parts of them never meant to be enthusiastically scratched was 
not a good thing so they became inventive, and any passing hikers would have wondered what kind of monster 


dwelled under the howling, shifting, headless lump of blanket on the porch. 
The third day Bruce called. 


He just wanted to know how things were, if the cabin was as nice as he'd been told, if they were enjoying their 
time. 


Nicko thanked him profusely, and Tico shouted his as well from the kitchen. 


Bruce was glad to hear it, and what had sealed the deal for him was knowing that less than half mile away was 
a professional level golf course. Oddly enough, the mountain had a huge, flat plain on the other side and there 


was a members only club that did offer day passes, or even week ores, to visitors. 


He thought Nicko might enjoy a round or two while he was there, and even more crowing over it to Dave when 
he returned. 


Nicko didn't dare comment outloud. Bruce didn't seem to notice, and after a few more pleasantries he hung up, 


leaving Nicko with quite a dilemma. 
No golf, absolutely none, had been the deal. 


And now here he was, so close to a course unlike any he had ever played and he wasn't even allowed to take a 


look. 


Suddenly, Nicko wasn't quite as happy as he had been before Bruce's call. He struggled through supper, and 
when it was done he sent Tico out to the porch while he cleaned up. He didn't really want to clean up, but he 
needed time to think, to plan, to figure out a way he could get to that course. Even if it was for only nine 


holes. 
While he was enjoying the sunset, Tico got a call from David. 


Like Bruce, he just called to see how everything was, and he listened to an usually bouncy Tico tell everything 


about how wonderful the cabin was, how wonderful Nicko was, and pretty much how wonderful life was. 
David was glad to hear it, and then he casually dropped a bomb that Tico never expected. 


While Tico was up there, David said, he really hoped he would get a chance to check out several galleries in 
town. They were reputed to carry some excellent work, not only of the more modern variety Tico preferred 


but stellar examples of classic American artists. And, some very desirable sculptures of both kinds. 


Tico was speechless. He never expected to find anything like that here and his mind raced, trying to figure out 
a way that he could see them. After his promise to Nicko of no art, just as Nicko had promised him no golf, 


he couldn't very well sail off with a casual lie, and the more David talked the more he needed to see. 

He mumbled a few words and then disconnected the call, trying to think how he could manage this without 
getting caught. They didn't have a car, but there were two off-road vehicles which could be used, so getting 
to town wasn't a problem. After all, it was less than two miles away, and if they needed something, he would 


have an excuse to go. 
He just had to figure out what they needed. 
If anyone could have read their minds they would have been shocked by the parallel thoughts. 


Nicko, realizing he could get there on one of the four-wheelers, was having the exact same plot running 


through his mind. 


All he had to do was make sure that Tico wouldn't feel like going, and the best way to do that was to wear 
him out. Then, he'd be up bright and early and gone before Tico even woke up. A quick round and he'd be back, 
with Tico none the wiser. 

Tico knew he'd have to exhaust Nicko, otherwise he'd up at the crack of dawn. If he could get out of bed 
before Nicko did, and hurry off, he could be in town when the galleries opened and have a quick look round and 
be back before Nicko had any clue what was up. 

So, with both of them thinking the same thing, operation fuck until dead was underway. 


Neither of them got up the next morning, and when they did they were too sore to do more than shuffle. It 
had been fun, and they weren't sorry for it, but both of them realized that their original plan wouldn't work. 


So Tico did the next best thing. 

He pulled something off the shelf in the fridge but something went wrong and the entire shelf and everything 
on it hit the floor with a crash, bottles breaking and things spilling everywhere. It took them more than an 
hour to clean up the mess, and then they both saw that were out of milk, cream, the butter had been ruined, 
the eggs were gone and they pretty much had no choice but to go to town 

Nicko insisted he should go. 

Tico said it should be him, after all he was the klutz that caused the whole thing. 

Nicko insisted. 

Tico insisted. 


In the end, they ended up going together, which screwed up the whole plan for both. 


Once they were back, they put everything away, both strangely silent, and then they wandered off in different 


directions to plan 
By the sixth day neither of them had gotten any closer to their goal. 


Sure that the other was none the wiser of their problem, they were short tempered and snappish, both of 
them finding ways to be apart for a bit here and there lest the whole thing explode. 


It was during one of those times that Nicko had an idea. 


If Tico was mad at him, he could go off for a ride, giving him a chance to cool down. 
And giving Nicko a chance for a few holes. 


Cackling over the brilliance of his plan, Nicko waited for the right moment. Little did he know Tico had figured 
out the same thing, so when Nicko snarled he was ready, and within a minute there was a full-on shouting 


match that had the wooden beams of the cabin shivering. 

Neither of them had a clue what they were saying, they were just yelling to keep things riled, and when Nicko 
went to stomp out Tico was right behind him. That only made them argue more about which one should leave 
and which one would stay. Both were trying for the being the one to leave spot, and neither was about to give 
in. 


It would have been fine for them both to leave if they didn't need to start off in the same direction. 


Finally, Nicko snatched the keys out of the one machine and flung them into the bushes before getting on the 
other and roaring away. Furious, and now really, honestly furious, Tico went on the hunt for them, finally 


finding them in a patch of bright green leaves. 


Planning to dump Nicko's body in that same place when he returned, Tico headed for town and a few hours of 


peace in the world he loved 

And gloating over the idea of Nicko not having the same chance. 

Nicko played a full eighteen holes 

Tico bought two paintings. 

By the time they were both on the way back, they were both feeling guilty and wondered how they could keep 
things hidden. They were both mortified at their own behavior and the things they had said, and when Nicko 
arrived and found Tico gone he sat out on the porch and worried until he heard the sound of the returning 
vehicle. 

Tico was miserable. 

Not only was he upset over the whole fight with Nicko and the lying he had done, his arms were beginning to 
itch something fierce. So was the side of his face and he thought back to that patch of ivy, groaning aloud 


when he realized it wasn't ivy at all. 


Well, it was, but not the plain old climb the house kind, and he knew he was in for a few days of absolute 


misery. And all because of a lie, a broken promise. He decided when he saw Nicko he was going to throw 
himself at his feet and beg for mercy, and one look at the woebegone expression that was waiting for him only 
made him feel even more like a complete and total snake. 

Nicko waved off his warnings about the poison ivy, and even when Tico blurted out his secret Nicko didn't pull 
away. Instead he was kind and solicitous, running a warm bath and looking round for a first aid kit and then 
gently dabbing the reddened spots with lotion until Tico was nearly in tears and kicking himself for being a jerk. 


Nicko never mentioned what he had been doing. 


For two days he itched, and Nicko took care of him. Tico apologized at least a hundred times a day, but Nicko 
would gently kiss him and tell him he understood. 


Tico was beginning to think Nicko was a saint. At the least he was the most understanding, loving, caring, 


wonderful man Tico had ever known. 

He was finally starting to feel better, and they had one more night before they had to leave. Nicko cooked 
supper and they fed each other, not doing much talking but lots of touching and then they made use of the 
rug in front of the fire before finally going upstairs. Nicko assured Tico he had forgiven him, and he even 
applauded Teek's choices of paintings. Now, facing their departure in only a few hours, they were packing, and 
as Tico folded the shirt Nicko had been wearing the day of their fight something fell from the pocket. 

He bent and picked it up, frowning as he opened the folded paper. 


Nicko, from the other side of the room where he was arranging his toiletries in their bag, realized what it was 


and went pale. 
Tico read what was at the top of the paper and went red. 
"| can explain!" Nicko shouted. 


"Golf? You went and played golf?" Tico balled up the paper and flung it at Nicko. "After the promise that you 


made me?" 
Nicko shook a finger at him. "You promised me no art!" 


"Oh! And you sat here, being all sweet and smug and wonderful and understand while | groveled and you had 
been off doing the same damn thing!" 


"| wouldn't have gone if you hadn't picked that bloody row!" 


"That's why you were arguing with me, wasn't it? So you could stomp off and pretend it was because of the 
fight and all you wanted to do was play golf!" 


"Just like you wanted to fight and run off to go shopping!” 


"I didn't even know they had galleries here until David told me but I'm sure you knew all about the golf 


course!" 
"| didn't know a thing about it until Bruce phoned!" 


"I swear, Nick, you would think that you could forget about that stupid game for..wait. Bruce told you about 


the course?" 
"And David told you about the galleries?" 
Suddenly, they weren't so angry at each other anymore. 


He had no idea anything was wrong when he showed up in response to Tico's call. He didn't have a clue when 
Tico told him to sit down. He kept a straight face when Tico told him all about Nicko's sneaking off to play golf, 
making appropriate noises of sympathy. 

He did, however, run for his life when Tico fired up the welding torch and smiled. 


"What the fuck was that?" 


Steve, sitting in the departure lounge with Dave, Adrian and Janick, calmly turned the page of his book. "I fink 


Bruce is ‘ere." 

Another crash and a yelp of pain, followed by a bellow from Nicko and a long string of curses from Bruce. 
The rest stared at the closed door of the private hospitality room with wide eyes. 

Steve smirked and shrugged. "Yeah, | fink that would be Nicko ‘afing a bit of a talk wif Bruce." 


Snickering, they sat back to listen 


